ERASMUS

felt light-hearted. "My whole bloodstream is refreshed,
my ingenium becomes clarified, and temptation is laid
to rest." In the arena, the erudite doctor theologies was
instantly transformed into a soldier. "As soon as I arrive,
I deal blows with my cudgel.5' A mad uncouthness, a
berserker rage, seized upon him; he laid about him with
any weapon that came handy, with the shining sword of
dialectic or with a pitchfork heaped with dung and
boorishness; any impediment to his onslaught he ruth-
lessly flung aside; and he did not recoil from untruthful-
ness and calumny if it was a question of laying an ad-
versary low. "If you want to better humanity and reform
the Church you cannot afford to fight shy of a good,
thumping lie." Chivalry was alien to this peasant fighter.
Even when a foe had got his gruelling, Luther could
not treat him with generosity or compassion, he con-
tinued to drub him in blind rage as the poor thing lay
defenceless on the ground. Not for him the adage dear
to the English: "Don't hit a man when he is down!" He
rejoiced when he learned that Thomas Miinzer with ten
thousand peasants had been done to death, and boasted
that "their blood is on my head"; he shouted with glee
when "that swine" Zwingli, together with Karlstadt and
all those who opposed his ideas, perished miserably;
never once did this hot and mighty hater put in a word
to save an enemy condemned to death. From the pulpit
his voice rang forth carrying men along in a stream of
enthusiasm; in the home he was a cheerful and friendly
father and house-master; as an artist in words he gave
expression to the magnitude of his cultural attainments;
but so soon as battle was joined, Luther was transformed,
becoming a werewolf raging with uncouth and un-
justifiable scorn and fury. Out of the dire necessity of
his nature he was again and again forced into combat;
for, not only did he enjoy this, considering it to be the
jolliest thing in life, but he looked upon a fight as,
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